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Master 


He lays there. 

Flat like a mackerel on the table. 

Nothing is around him. No sounds, no smells, nothing. 

Just him laying on a backstage table naked. 

How did he get there? That's a long story. 

How will he get up? That's up to his Master. 

The smell of rope and leather fill his nose. His body squirms in anticipation 
Master's here. 


Whispered words fill his ears and he stops moving. 


Master doesn't like it when he moves. At least not until Master begins. 

He licks his dry lips and groans when the heavy leather gloves brush over his wrists. 

A hard lash of a whip strikes over his chest. 

No sounds. Its rule number one. 

He bites his lip, preventing anything else from coming out too soon. Master wouldn't be pleased 
But Master has already thought that far ahead. 

A cloth gag is put in his mouth, to do what his own body couldn't do. 

He waits. Master must be watching him, worshiping him, wanting him. 


The leather gloves stroke down his chest, swirling around the sparse hair and his nipples. His body rises up to 


greet the welcomed touch, desperate for more. 

A hard lash of a whip strikes again, this time on his side. 

Rule number two - never move until you're allowed to. Master will let him know when it's time. 
He bites on the gag and wills his body to behave. Master would never let him go too long. 

The gloved hands resume their course down his belly and held hovering above his hard cock. 
He's hard for Master. He's always hard for Master. Its his duty to be ready for his Master. 
Rough leather wraps around his cock, wanking his hardness with each pull. 


His eyes drift shut, concentrating on feeling the Master's welcoming hand on his cock without moving. It's 
torture. Every passing second turns to hours. But he doesn't mind. 


A whoosh of breath hits his cock, his hips buck on their own to find that mouth they so crave. 
The Master's close warmth goes away. 
Tears fill his eyes. He's done something wrong. Master is angry. 


The table creaks under his body, shaking the table as something climbs on top of him. 


A grin crosses his lips. It's ok, Master still wants him. 

Knees shimmy up the table and stop right by his head. 

He groans into the gag, feeling Master's body against his own. He wants to reach out, to touch the man that 
gives him so much. He cannot, even if his hands weren't handcuffed underneath to the table. That's rule 
number three. Only Master touches, he just feels. 


The gag is removed from his mouth, leather fingers rub along his face. 


He inhales, letting his Master's smell fill him. He can't live without that heady smell of musk and sweat. It's a 
part of him. So much a part of him. 


A gloved finger slips into his parted lips, pushing in and out, deeper inside. 
He sucks it with vigor, giving Master what he wants with each pursing of his lips. 
The finger is slipped out. Drops of liquid roll down his neck before Master thrusts inside his lips. 


Yes. Master loves him tonight. Letting him take it whole and filling him. He sighs around the large cock and 
sucks it hard as it slips in and out of his mouth. 


The thrusts push harder into his mouth, hands pinning his face against the hairy crotch. 


He relaxes and lets Master use his body for his own. That's what it's always been about - letting Master use 
him. Use him in any way he sees fit. 


Hips pull back suddenly, the cock slipping out of his mouth. 

Shit. No. How could he be so stupid? 

A sharp slap fills the quiet room, stinging his face and covering it with precome. 

No. Why did he bite down? Why did he hurt his master like that? Master is angry. 
Another slap on his other cheek, the hard cock whacking his face and leaving a red mark 


He stares up at his Master with tears in his eyes. His mouth opens to say something, anything to make 
amends for his crime. He would do anything for Master, anything at all 


A gloved hand covers his mouth, its owner shaking his head in dismay. 


He silently begs, begs for it to continue. That his punishment be stronger and harder for doing something so 


unthinkable. 

A pained sigh fills the room, the cock head tracing his lips. 

Please Master, I'll be good this time. | promise. Please. 

The cock slips between his lips again, sliding down his throat and filling him again. 

He worships and sucks it, swallowing to allow the head back down his throat. 

Hands cup his face, stroking it with each push. It's slower now, letting his charge do all of the work. 
His eyes roll back in his head. Master loves him again. Taking his time with him, loving him. 
Grunts fill his ears, hips snap a little faster with each suck. 

Yes, Master. Fill me. Give me your love. 

One long grunt and the hips snap on their own into his face hard. 

He swallows all that Master gives him, lapping it up like a thirsty man in a desert. 


The body pulls away from him and climbs off the table. Shaking legs hold up the big frame as he leans against 
the doorway. 


He licks his lips and lets his body finally have what it's wanted since the beginning. His hips arch off the table 


when he comes, a moan coming from his lips to break the silence of the room. 

Hands push him off the wall and stumble back to the table. 

He smiles up at his Master. His body is whole again and he owes it all to the man standing before him. 
But he can't say it. Admitting it would too much for him to bear. 


Instead, he just smiles up at his blond Master and relishes the delicate touches to his wrists when the 


handcuffs fall to the ground. 
Master snorts, his hands reaching under to pull him up. "Come on, | need a beer." 


He continues to smile, even walking to the front of the dressing room. His skin drying from the cold air 


conditioning circling the room, bare for all to see. 


Marco hands him a beer when he sinks into the couch and clinks the outside for a toast. 


Tuomas sighs and leans back, the cold liquid running down his dry throat. 


Its as it should be. 


